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Commander Byrd announced to us his intention to fly to the South
Pole, a thing he accomplished three years later.
"And, Captain," said Byrd to Amundsen, "what a thrill it will
be if I find your tent still there I"
Amundsen agreed but, it seemed to me, without much en-
thusiasm. After the dinner he and I walked together to our hotel
through the frosty December streets of the capital,
"Of course/' said the viking, shrugging his big shoulders, "Byrd
can fly to the South Pole, if he wants to, but what is the use?
I don't understand such a thing. I was there, Scott was there-
there is nothing more to find. Why should anybody want to go to
a place where somebody else had already been? Or go there for
the sake of doing it a different way?"
That was his whole attitude toward exploration.
As we go along with the story, I shall have many other things to
tell about Roald Amundsen that indicate his character. Two or
three of his idiosyncrasies occur to me now. One was his hatred
of being trailed. He couldn't bear to have anyone following on his
heels. When our party marched over the ice in the North,
Amundsen would always get far ahead of us.
That time we went to Copenhagen for the famous coffee and
rolls, he and I took a walk through the residential part of the city
in the afternoon. Suddenly, without looking round or even
glancing at me, he said tensely: "Ellsworth, we are being followed!"
I whirled about, and, sure enough, some little boys were trailing
us. It must be remembered that Amundsen was almost as much a
national figure in Scandinavian Denmark as in Norway, and these
youngsters were indulging a natural curiosity, quite unaware that
they were also rasping their hero's pet phobia. Amundsen shooed
them off, and, being well-mannered urchins, they vanished.
He was the only man I ever knew who said he could sleep better
in the long polar day than at night in the lower latitudes, I have
never quite believed him, thinking his boast to have been another
of his harmless prevarications. Most men are troubled by insomnia
at the Poles in summer. Your proper sleeping times get out of
adjustment, the eternal light frets your nerves. My own slumber
there is always broken and uneasy.
Though he could indulge in a mild, merry spree on occasions,

